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WHEN Cupid firft inftructs his darts to fly 
From the fly corner of fome cook-maid's eye, 
The (tripling raw, juft enter'd in his teens, 
Receives the wound, and wonders what it means; 
His heart, like dripping, melts, and new defire 
Within him ftirs, each time flie ftirs the Are ; 

B Trembling 
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Trembling and blufhing he the fair one views, 
And fain would fpeak, but can't — without a Muse. 

So, to the facred mount he takes his wayv 
Prunes his young wings,, and tunes his infant lay, 
His oaten reed to rural ditties frames,. 
To flocks and rocks, to hills and rills proclaims, 
In fimpleft notes, and all unpolim'd ftrains,, 
The loves of .njrraphs, and eh the loves of fwaine. 

« 

Clad, as your nymphs were always clad of yore, 
In ruftic .weeds — a cook-maid now no more — 
Beneath an aged oak Lardella lies — 
Green mofs, her couch ; her canopy, the fkies. 
From aromatic fhrubs the roguijb gale 
S reals jwfcg- perfumes; and wafts them thro' the vale. 
The youth, turn'd fwain, and {kilTd in ruftic lays, 
Faft by her fide his am'rous defcant plays. 
Herd* lowe, Flocks bleat, Pies chatter, Ravens fcream, 
And the foil chorus dies a-down the ftream. 
The ftreams, with mufic freighted, as they pafi, 
Prefent the fair Lardella with a glafs, 
And Zephyr, to <x»mpleat the love-fick plan, 
Waves his light wingSj and ferves her for a fan. 

But, 
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But, when maturer Judgment takes the lead, 
Thefe childifh toys on Reafon's altar bleed, 
Form'd after fome great man, whofe name breeds awe, 
Whofe ev'ry fentence Fafhion makes a law, 
Who on mere credit his vain trophies rears, 
And founds his merit on our fervile fears ; 
Then we difcard the workings of the heart, 
And nature's bantih'd by mechanic art. 
Then, deeply read, our reading muft be fhewn ; 
Vain is that knowledge which remains unknown. . 
Then Ostentation marches to our aid, 
And letter d Pride ftalks forth in full parade, 
Beneath their care behold the work refine, 
Pointed each fentence, polifh'd ev'ry line. 
Trifles are dignified, and taught to wear 
The robes of Antients with a Modern air, 
Nonsense with ClaJJic ornaments is grac'd, 
And pdTes current with the ftamp of Taste. 

Then the rude Theocrite is ranfack'd o'er, 
And courtly Maro call'd from Mincio's more, 
Sicilian mufes on bur mountains roam, 
Eafy and free as if they were at home ; 

Nymphs, 
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Nymphs, Naiads, Nereids, Dryads, Satyrs, Fauns, 
Sport in our floods, and trip it o'er our lawns; 
EJow'rs, which once flourifh'd fair in Greece and Rome, 
More fair revive in England's meads to bloom ; 
Skies without cloud exotic funs adorn ; 
And rofes blufh, but blufh without a thorn ; 
Landfcapes, unknown to dowdy Nature, rife, 
And new creations ftrike our wond'ring .eyes. 

For bards, like thefe, who neither fing nor fay, 
Grave without thought, and without feeling gay, 
Whofe numbers in one even tenor flow, 
,Atturid to pleafure, and at tun d to woe, 
Who, if plain Common-sense her vifit pays, 
And mars one couplet in their happy lays, 
As at. fome Ghoft affrighted, ft art an ^ ftare, 
And afk the meaning of her coming there; 
For bards like thefe a wreath fhall Mason bring, 
Lin'd with the fofteft down from Folly's wing ; 
In Love's Pagoda, fhall they ever doze, 
And Gisbal kindly rock them to repofe ; 
My lord, — to letters as to faith moft true — 
At once their patron and example too — 



Shall 
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Shall quaintly fafhion his love-labour'd dreams, 

Sigh with fad winds, and weep with weeping ftreamf, 

Curious in grief, (for real grief we know 

Is curious to drefs up the tale of woe) 

From the green umbrage of fome Druid's feat,. 

Shall his own works in his own way repeat, 

Me, whom no mufe of heav'nly birth infpires, 
No judgment tempers when rafli genius fires, 
Who boaft no merit but mere knack of rhime, 
Short gleams of fenfe,*and fatire out of time, 
Who cannot follow where trim fancy leads 
By prattling ftreams o'er jkmor-empurpled meads; 
Who often, but without fuccefs, have pray'd 
For apt Alliteration's artful aid, 
Who would, but cannot, with a mailer's fkiU 
Coin fine new epithets, which mean no ill, 
Me, thus uncouth, thus ev'ry way unfit 
Fbr pacing poefy, and ambling wit, 
Taste with contempt beholds, nor deigns to place 
Amongft the loweft of her favour'd race. 

Thou Nature,, art my goddefs— to thy law 
.Myfclf I dedicate *~. Hence flavifh awe 

C Whkk 
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Which bends to fafluon, and obeys the rule* . 

Impos'd at firft, and fince obferv'd by fools* 

Hence thofe vile tricks which, marr fair Nature's hue; 

And bring the fober matron forth to view,. 

With all that artificial tawdry glare y . 

Which virtue fcorns, and none but ftrumpets wear. 

Sick of thofe pomps, thofe vanities, that wafte 

Of toil^ whichr critics now miftake for tafie y 

Of falfe refinements fick, and labour d eafe 

Which Art too thinly veil'd y forbids to pleafe, 

By Nature's charms (inglorious truth I) fubdued, 

However plain her drefs, and haviour rude , 

To northern climes my happier courfe I fteer, 

Climes where the Goddefs reigns throughout the year, 

Where, undifturb'd by Art's rebellious plan, 

She rules the loyal Laird, and faithful clan. 

To that rare foil, where virtues clufVring grow, 
What mighty bleffings doth not; England owe, 
What waggon-loads of courage, wealth and fenfe, 
Doth each revolving day import from thence ? 
To us fhe gives, difinterefted friend, 
Faith without fraud, and Stuarts without end. 

When 
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"When we prosperity's rich trappings wear, 

» 

Come not her gen'rous fons, and take a fhare, 
And if, by fome difaftrous turn of fate, 
Change fhould enfue, and ruin fieze our Hate, 
Shall we not find, fafe in that hallow'd ground, 
Such refuge, as the HotY Martyr found? 

Nor lefs our- debt in Science j tho' denied' 
By the weak flaves of prejudice and pride. 
Thence came the R amsays, names of- worthy note, 
Of whom one paints, as well as t'other wrote ; 
Hence Home, disbanded from the fons of pray'r, 
For loving plays, tho' no dull Dean was there; 
Thence ifiiied forth, at great Macpherson's call, 
That old) newy Epic Paftoral,- Fingal ; 
Thence fimple bards, , by fimple prudence taught, 
To this wife town by fimple patrons brought, 
In fimple manner utter fimple lays, 
And take with fimple penfions, fimple praife* 

Waft me fome mufe to Twede's infpiring dream, 
Where all the little loves and graces dream, 
Where flowly winding the dull waters creep, 
And feem themfelves to own the power of fleep, 

Where 
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Where on the furface Lead, like feathers, fwims ; 
There let me bathe my yet unhallow'd limbs, 
As once a Syrian bath'd in Jordan's flood, 
Wafh off my native ftains, corred that blood 
Which mutinies at call of Englift pride, 
And, deaf to prudence, rolls a patriot tide* 

From folemn thought, which overhangs the trow 
Of patriot care, when things are — God knows how; 
From nice trim points, where Honour, {lave to rule, 
In compliment to folly, plays the fool ; 
From thofe gay fcenes, where mirth exalts his pow'r, 
And eafy Humour wings the laughing hour ; 
From thofe foft better moments, when defire 
Beats high, and all the world of man's on fire, 
When mutual ardours of the melting fair 
More than repay us for whole years of care, 
At Friendjhifs fummons will my Wilkes retreat, 
And fee, once feen before^ that antient feat, 
That antient feat, where majefty dilplay'd 
Her enfigns, long before the world was made? 

Mean narrow maxims, which enflave mankind, 
Ne'or from its bias warp thy fettled mind. 

Not 
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Not dup'd fyy party, nor opinion s Have, 

Thofe faculties which b6unteous Nature gave 

Thy honeft fpirit into practice brings, 

Nor courts tjic fmile, nor dreads the frown of Kings. 

Let rude licentious Enghfhmen comply 

With tumult's voice, and curfe they know not why ; 

Unwilling to condemn, thy foul difdains, 

To wear vile faction's arbitrary chains, ' 

And ftricHy weighs, in apprehenfion clear, 

Things as they' are, and not as they appear. 

With thee Good-humqur tempers lively Wit, 

Enthron'd with Judgment, Candour loves to fit, 

And Nature gave thee, open to diftrefs, 

A heart to pity, and a hand to blefs. 

Oft have I heard thee mourn the wretched lot 
.Of the poor, .mean, deipis'd, infulted Scot, 
Whoj might' calm reafon credit idle tales, 
By rancour forg'd where prejudice prevails, 
Or ftarves at home, or pra&ifes, thro' fear 
Of ftarving, arts which damn all conscience here* 
When Scribkrsi to the charge by int'reft led, 
The fierce North-Boston foaming at their head,, 

D Pour 
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Pour forth invecKves, deaf to candour's call r 

And, injur'dby one Alien, raihat all '.y 

On Northern Pifgak wber* they take their ftand;. 

To } mark the weaknefs o£ that Holy Land, 

With needlefs truths their libels to adorn*. 

And hang a nation up to public {corn*. 

Thy gen'rous foul condemns their frantic ragr r 

And hates the faithful,. but ill-natur*d, page- 

The Scot rare poor, cries farljr Englifh prid%;~ 
True is- the charge, nor by themfelves deny'd. 
Are they not then in ftriAeft reafon clear, 
Who wifely come to mend their fortunes here? 
If by low fupple arts fuccefsful grown* ' 

They fapp'd our vigour to encreafe their own,, 
If, mean in: want, and infolent in pbw'rj 
They only fawh'd, more furely to devour, 
Rous'd by fuch wrongs mould Reason take aJarmy * 
And e'en the Muse for public fafetyarmr 
But if they own^ ingenuous virtue ? s fway^ 
And follow where true honour points the way, 
If they revere the hand' by which they're fed, 
And blefs the donors for their daily bread, 



Or 
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Or, by vail debts of higher import bound, 
Are always humble, always greatful found; 
If they, dire&ed by Paul's, holy pen, 
Become difcreetly all things to all men,. 
That all men may become all things, to them, 
Envy may hate, but juftioe can't condemn. 
" Into our places, ftates,. and beds they creep :" 
They've fenfe to. get what we want fenie to keep. 

Once,, be the: hour accursed, accurs'd the place, 
I ventur'd to blafpheme. the chofen race. 
Into thofe traps, which men, calPd Patriots, laid, 
By fpecious arts unwarily betray'd, 
Madly I leagu'd againft that facred earth,. 
Vile parricide I which gave a parent birth. 
But fhall I meanly error's path purfue, 
Whenheav'nly Tmjt» prefents her friendly clue? 
Once plung'd in ill,, fhall I go farther in ? 
To make the oath, was rafh; to keep it> fin. 
Backward I tread the paths I trod before, 
And • calm refle&ion • hates what paflion fwore. 
Converted, (blefled are the fouls which know 
Thofe pleafures which from true conversion flow, 

Whether 
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"Whether to Reafon, who now rules my breaft, 
Or to pure faith, like Lyttleton and West) 
Paft crimes to expiate be my prcfent aim, 
To raife new trophies to the Scottish name, 
To make (what can the proudefl Mufe do more) 
E'en faction's fons her brighter worth adore, 
To make her glories, ftamp'd with honeft rhimes,. 
In fulleft tide foil down to lateft times. 

Prefumptuous wretch! and mall a Mufe like thine, 
An Englijb Mufe, the meaneft of the nine, 
Attempt a theme like this:? Can her weak (train 
Exped indulgence from, the mighty Thane? * . 
Should he from toils of government retire, 
And for a moment fan the poet's fire, 
Should he, of Piences the moral friend, ' 
Each curious, each important fearch fufpend. 
Leave unaj/ifted Hill of herbs to tell, 
And all the wonders of a Cockleshell^ 
Having the Lord's good grace before 3iis eyes, 
Would not the Home ftep forth, and gain the prize? 
Or if this wreath of honour anight adorn 
The humble brows of one in England bom, 

Prefumptuous 
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Prefumptuous flill thy daring muft appear ; 
Vain all thy tow'ring hopes, whilft I -am here. 

Thus fpake iform^ by filken fmilc, and tone 
Dull and unvaried, for the Laureat known, 
Folly's chief friend, Decorum's eldeft fon> 
In ev'ry party found, and yet of none. 
This airy fubftance, this fubftantial jhade 
Abafti'd I heard, and with refpect- obey 'd. 

From themes too lofty- for a bard- (o mean- 
Difcretion beckons to -an humbler (bene. 
The reftlefs fever of ambition laid, l 

Calm I retire, and feek the fylvan made. 
Now be the Mufe difrob'd of all her pride, 
Be all the glare of verfe by Truth fupply'd, 
And if plain nature pours a fimple (train, 
Which Bute may praife, and Ossian not diidain, 
Ossian, fublitnejiy fimplefi Bard of all, 
Whom Engfiflj Infidels, Macpherson call. 
Then round my head mall honour's enfigns wave, 
And penlions mark me for a willing Have. 

E TW 
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Two boys, whofe birth beyond all queftion iprings 
^rom great and glorious, tho' forgotten, kings, 
Shepherds of Scottijh lineage, born and bred 
On the fame bleak and barren mountain s head, 
By niggard nature doom'd on the dime rocks 
To fpin out life, and ftarve thenifelves and flocks, 
Frefh as the morning, which,' enrob'd in mift, 
The mountain top with ufual dulnefs kifs'd, 
Jockey and Sawney to their labours rofe j 
;Soon clad I ween, where nature needs no -cloaths ; 
"Where, from their youth cnurM to winter fkies, 
JDrefs, and her vain rtflhements, they defpife. 

Jockey, whole manly high-bon'd cheeks to crown 
With freckles fpotted, flam'd the golden down, 
With mickle art, could on the bagpipes play, 
Cen from the rifing to the letting day ; 
Sawney as long, without remorfe, could bawl 
Home's madrigals, and ditties frbm Fin gal. 
Oft at his drains, all natural, tho' rude, 
The Higland Ldfs forgot her want of food ; 
And, whilft fhe fcratcli d her lover into reft, 
.Sunk pleas'd, tho* hungry, on her Sawney's breaft. 

Far 
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Far as the eye could reach, no tree was feen, 
Earth, clad in ruflet, fcorn'd the lively green. 
The plague of Locufts they, fecure, defy, 
For in three hours a grafhopper muft die. 
No living thing, whate'er its food, feafts there, 
But the Chamelion, who can feaft on air. 
No birds, except as birds of pafiage, flew, 
No bee was known to hum, no dove to coo. 
No ftreams as amber fmooth, as amber clear, 
Were feen to glide, or heard to warble here : 
Rebellion s fpring, which thro* the country ran, 
Furnifh'd, with bitter draughts, the fteady clan. 
No flow'rs cmbalm'd the air, but one white role, 
Which, on the tenth of June, by inftind blows ; 
By inftind blows at morn, and, when the {hades 
Of drizly jeve prevail, by inftincT: fades. 

One, and but one^ poor Solitary cave, . 
Too fparing of her favours, nature gave ; 
That one alone (hard tax on Qcottuli pride) 
Shelter at at once for tt»n and beaft iupply'd. 
Their (hares without entangling .briers ipread, 
Ai\d thiftles, artn'd againft th' invader's head, 

Stood 
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Stood in clofe ranks all entrance to oppofe, 
Thiftles now held more precious than the roftv 
All Creatures, which, on nature's earlieft plan; 
Were form'd to loath, and to be, loathed by man,*. 
Which ow'd their birth to naftinefs and fjpite,. 
Deadly to touch, and hateful to the fight, 
Creatures, which, when admitted in the ark, 
Their Saviour fliunn'd, and rankled in the dark, 
Found place 'within y marking her noifome road 
With poifcnvs trails here crawVd the bloated Toad ; 
There webs were fpread of more thin common fize, 
And half-ftarv'd fpiders- prey'd' on- half-ftarv'd flies 5 
In queft of food, Efts, drove in vain to crawl; 
Slugs,, pkicn'd withhungerj fmear*d»theflimy watt; 
The cave around with hilling ferpehts rung ; 
On the damp roof unhealthy vapour hung-; 
And Famine, by her children always known, 
As proud as poor, here fix'd her native throne. 

Here, for the fallen fky was overcaft, - 
And fummer fhrunk beneath a wintry Waft, 
A native blaft, which arm'd with hail and rain ' 
Beat unrelenting on the naked fwain, 



The 
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The boys for- {belter made; behind the fheep, 
Of which thole Shepherds ev'ry day take keep> 
Sickly crept on, and, with complainings rude, 
On nature feem'd to call, and bleat for food. 

JOCKEY. 

Sitb to this care, by temped, we're confmd, 
And within ken our flocks, under the wind, 
Safe from the pelting of this perilous ftorm, 
Are laid emong yon thiftles, dry and warm, 
What, Sawney,- if by fhepherd's arts we try 
To mock the rigour of this cruel fty ? 
What if we tune fome merry roundelay ? 
Well doft thou ling, . nor ill doth Jockey play. 

SAWNEY. 

Ah, Jockey, ill advifeft thou, Iwisy 
To think of fongs at fuch a time as this. 
Sooner {hall herbage crown thefe barren flocks, 
Sooner {hall fleeces cloath thefe ragged rocks, 
.Sooner ftall want feize fhepherds of the fouth, 
And we forget to live from hand to mouth, 

F Than 
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Than Sawney, out of feaibn, {hall impart . 
The fong&of gladnefs-with an. aching heart. 

J O C K. E Y;, 

Still have I known thee fbra-filly fwain; 
Of things pail help, what boots it to -complain ? ..- 
Nothing but- mirth can conquer fortune's fpite ; 
No iky is heavy, if the. heart be light : 
Patience is forrow's falve ; what can't be cur d,, 
So Donald right areeds, muitbeendur'd. 

■8A.W.NETL 

Full filly fwain, I woty is Jockey now ;^ 
How did'ft thou bear thy Maggy's falfhood ? how, 
When with a foreign loon (he ftole^away, 
Did'ft thou forfwear thy pipe, and Ihepherd's lay ? 
Where was thy boafted wifdom then, when I 
Applied thofe proverbs, which you now apply ? 



JOCKEY. 
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JOCKEY. 

© fhe was bonny I all the Highlands round- 
Was there a rival to roy Maggy found ! 
More precious-(tho' that precious is to all) ; 
Tlfan the rare medicine, which *we> Brimftone call, 
Or that choice plant,, fo grateful to the nofe, 
Which in, I know not* what, . far. country grows,- 
Was Maggy unto me ;- dear do I rue, • 
A lafs fo 'fair fhould ever .prove untrue. • 

SAWNEY. 

Whether with pipe or fong to charm the eaty •■ 
Thro' all the land did Jamie find a peer ? 
Gurs'd be that year by evVy honeft Scot, . 
And in the {hepherd's calendar forgot, > 

That fatal year, when Jamie, haplels fwain, . 
In evil hour forfook the peaceful plain. \. 

Jamie, when our young Laird di/creetly flcd,-^ 
Was feiz'd, and hanged. till he wai dead, dead r dead, y 

jockey: 
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JOCKE Y. 

Full forely may we all lament that day .; 
For all were lofers in the deadly fray. 
Five brothers had I on the Scottiih plains, 
Well dofV thou know were none mote hopeful fwains % 
Five brothers there I loft, in manhood's pride. 
Two in the field, and three on gibbets died 4 
Ah / filly fwains, to follow war's alarms,- 
Ab / what hath Shepherd's life to do with arms ? 

.'S A WN E Y. 

Mention it not — there Caw I ftrangers clad ' r 
3n all the honours of bur raviflVd Pldidy ' 
•Saw the Ferrara too, our nation's pride, 
Unwilling grace the aukward victor's fide, " 
There fell our choiceft youth, Tand iftoip that day 
Mote never Sawney tune the meniy iay.'jj : • . ;[ .;. . 
Blefs'd thofe which fell ! curs'd thofe which 'Aill furvive, 
To mourn fft&n renew'd iti:fofrijh/fae.. 

■ - i- '' '-■ '■> . . Thus 
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Thus plain'd the boys, when from her throne of turf, 
With boils embofs'd, and overgrown with fcurf, '' 

Vile humours, which, in life's corrupted well ) 

Mix'd at the birth, not abftinence could .quell, 
Pale Famine rear'd the head ; her eager eyes* 
Where hunger e'en to madnefs feem'd to rife, < . 

Speaking aloud her throes and pangs of heart, 
Strain'd to get loofe, ..and from their orbs to ftart ; 
Her hollow cheeks were each a deep-funk cell, - • . 
Where wretchednefs and horror lov'd to dwell ; 
With double rows of ufelefc teeth fupplied, 
Her mouth, from ear to ear, extended wide, 
Which, when for want of food her entrails, pin'd, 
She op'd, and, curling, fwallow'd nought but wind ; 
All fhrivelTd was her fkin ; and here and .there, 
Making their way by force, her bones lay bare ; 
Such filthy fight to hide from human view, ' 

O'er fier foul limbs a tatter d Plaid ihe threw. 

Ceafe, cried theGoddefs, ceafe, defpairing fwains, 
And from a parent hear what Jove ordains ! . 

Pent in this barren corner of the ifle, 
Where partial fortune never deign' d to fmiie I 

G Like 
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Like nature's baftards, reaping for bur' mare 
What was rejected hy the lawful heir;. 
Unknown amongft the nations ©f the earthy 
Or only known to raife contempt and mirth y 
Long free,, becaufe the race of Roman braves 
Though k not worth, their while to make us flaves j 
Then inta bondage by that nation' brought, 
Whole rain we for ages vainly fought, 
Whom flail with anflack'd hate we view, and ftiti* 
The povr'r of nufchief loft, retain the will •* 
Confider'd as the refufe of mankind, 
A niafi, till the laflr moment left behind, 
Which frugal Nature doubted; as it lay* 
Whether to (lamp with? life,, or thuow away j- 
Which, form'd in hafte, was planted in this nook, 
But never entered in Creations book 5, 
Branded as traitors, who, for love of gold, 
-Would fell their God, as once their King they folcE; 
Long have we borne this mighty weight of ill, 
Thefe vile injurious taunts, and bear them ftill^ 
But times of happier note are now at hand*. 
And the full promife of a better land :. 
There, like the Sons §f lfrad> having trod^ 
For the fix d term of years, ordain'd by God,, 
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A barren defart, we fhall feize rich plains,. . 
Where milk with honey flows,, .and plenty reigns* 
With fome few natives join'd, fotnc plkmt few, 
Who worfliip mt'reft, and one track purfue, 
There (hall we, th©' the wretched people grieve, . . 
Ravage at large r nor aik the owner's leare. 

For us, tHe earth (hall bring, forth her increafe.; 
For, us, the flocks fhall wear a golden fleece;: ... . ..A 

Fat Beeves fhall yield us dainties net our own* 
And the grape bleed & nedar yet unknown-; 
For our advantage fhall: their harvefts grow. 
And Scotftnen reap what they difdain xl to fow i 
For us, the fun fhall climb the eaftexn hill ; 
For us, the rain ihall fall, the de w dilKU ; .. , 
When to our wifhes Natoab cannot iife y . ... ^... 

Art ihall be tafk'bV to grant us frefh fupplies. 
His brawny arm fhall drudging Labour (train,. 
And for our pteafure fufTer daily pain ; 
Trade (hall for us exert her stmoft paw'rs, 
tier's, all the toil; and all the profit, our's;. 
For us, the Oak (hall from his native ftecp < 
Defcend, and fearlefs travel thro* the deep; 
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The fail of Commerce for our ufe unfurl'd, 

Shall waft the treafurcs of each diftant world; 

For us, fublimer heights £hall Science reach, 

For us, their Statesmen piot, their Churchmen preach; 

Their nobleft limbs of counfel we'll disjoint, 

And, mocking, . new ones of .oiir own appoint^ 

Devouring War, imprilbn'd in the north, 

Shall, at our call, inJiorrid pomp break forth, 

And when, his charaot wheels with thunder hung, 

Fell Difcprd braying, witsh her brazen tongue, 

Death in the van, with Anger, Hate, and Fear, 

And Defolation /talking in die. near, 

Revenge* by Juftice guided, da. his train, 

He drives impetuous .o'er the trembling plain, * 

Shall, at our Ridding, jquit' his lawful prey, 

And to meek,, .gentle, gen'rous Peace give way. 

Think «ot, my fons, that this fo blefs'd eftate 
Stands at a diftance on the roll of fate ; 
Already big with hopes of future fway, 
E'en from this cave I fceht my deftin'd prey. 
Think not, that this domion o'er a race, 
Whofe former deeds mall time's laft annals grace, 
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In the rough face of peril muft be fought, 
And with the lives of thoufands dearly bought ; 
No— fool'd by cunning, by that happy art 
Which laughs to fcorn the blund'ring hero's heart, 
*into the fnare (hall our kind neighbours fall 
With open eyes, and fondly give us all. 

When Rome, to prop her finking empire, bore 
Their choicer!: levies to a foreign (here, 
What if we feiz'd, like a deftroying flood, 
Their widow'd plains, and fill'd the realm with blood, 
Gave an unbounded loofe to manly rage, 
And, fcorning mercy, fpar'd nor fex nor age ; 
When, for our intereft too mighty grown, 
Monarchs of warlike bent poflefs'd the throne, 
What if we ftrove divifions to foment, 
And fpread the flames of civil difcontent, 
Ailifted thofe who 'gainft their king made head, 
And gave the traitors xefuge when they fled ; 
When reftlefs -Glory bad her fons advance, 
And pitched her ftandard in the fields of France, 
What if, difdaining paths, an empty found, . 
By which our -nation never mail be hound, 

# Bravely 
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Bravely we taught unmuzzled war to roam. 

Thro' the weak land, and brought cheap. laurels home;; 

When the bold traitors leagu'd for the defence 

Of Law, Religion, Liberty,, and Senfb, 

When they againft thek lawful Monarch rofe^. 

And dar'd the Lord's Anointed to oppofe, 

What if we ftill reirer d the banifh'd race,. 

And fbove the Royal Vagrants to replace 

With fierce rebellions (hook th' unfetded fiate; 

And greatly dar'd, tho* crofs'd. by partial fate ;, 

Thefe fads, which might, where Wifiiom held! the fway, 

Awake the very ftones to bar our way, 

There fhall.be nothing, nor one trace remain 

Jn the dull region of an Errglifh brain. 

BlefsM with that Faith) which mountains can remove, 

Firft they {hall Dupes> next Saint s y laft Martyrs prove. 

Already is this game of fate begun- 
Under the fan&ion of my Darling Son, 
That Son, whofe nature royal as his name, ; 
Is deftin'd to redeem our race from fhame. 
His boundlefs pow'r, beyond example great, 
Shall make the rough way fmooth, the crooked flraight, 

Shall 
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Shall for our eafe the raging floods reftrain,. . 

And fink the mountain level to the plain. 
Discord, whom in a cavern under ground 
With many fetters their late Patriot bound, 
Where her own flefti the furiou* Hag. might tear, 
And vent her curies to the vacant air, 
Where, that fhe never might be heard of more, 
He planted Loyalty to guard the door, 
For better purpofe mall Our Chief releaie, 
Difguife her for a time, and call her Peace. 

Lur'd by that name, line engine of deceit, 
Shall the weak English help themfelves to cheat ; 
To win our love, with honours fhall they grace 
The old adherents of the Stuart race, 
For pointed out, no matter by what name, 
Tories or Jacobites are ftill the fame; 
To footh our rage, the temporifing brood 
Shall break the ties of truth and gratitude, 
Againft their Saviour venom'd falfhoods frame, 
And brand with calumny their William's name; 
To win our grace, (rare argument of wit) 
To our untainted faith (hall they commit, 
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(Our faith which, in extremeft perils tried, 
Difdain'd, arid ftill difdains, to change her fide,) 
That Sacred Majefty they all approve, 
Who moft enjoys, and beft deferves their Love. 
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